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gone by since I seemed to hear the brush of shoulders
against the bushes of that narrow path and the approach
of voices.
So he went forward, and, rounding a wall of bushes,
came upon a little open space that looked out over the
lakes. At the edge of it she and Ballater stood, their backs
towards him, the pallor above the water describing their
figures with a lucent edge. Her arm was raised to point
towards the Castle.
"I have that room in the tower," she said, "where you
see the lights. I can get away from them there."
"But do you dislike them?" Ballater asked.
"Dislike them? Well ... no. But I don't belong. I'm
not Dutch."
"Nor are we for that matter.
"There's no need for you to be. You are strangers. Your
pedigree doesn't affect the kennel. Your mother wasn't a
Hoek and didn't marry into a litter of Leydens." She
turned abruptly. "Walk with me to the bridge. Then you
must go back."
As they advanced side by side, she lifted her head,
checked herself, and suddenly ran forward.
"Lewis!" She took both his hands in hers. "Look," she
cried over her shoulder to Ballater, "didn't I tell you he
was my schoolmaster?" for Lewis had stiffened at her
touch and could not answer her. "He used to kiss me when
I was a defenceless child."
Still holding his hands, she leaned away from him,
searching his face; he felt the weight of her body on his
arms, the curl and pressure of her fingers in his.
"Lewis, where have you been—walking? alone? We went
to the cottage and shouted for you. Kerstholt said you had
come up from the Hague hours ago. I wanted to see you.
You don't know what it is to have English people here. Mr.
Ballater and I	"
Her chatter ended; she released Lewis's hands and stood
before him.
"Am I what you expected?" she asked, and, giving him
no time to answer, she went on in a changed voice: "Your

